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clattered his pails and recited in a loud voice extracts
from the order of the dead. The perfunctory office
of the undertaker and the hurried arrival of the father's
relatives, who bore away the child, completed a dark
story*
Now we must return to the Lyceum where Macbeth
is still running. Long before its finish, however,
rumours and speculation were busy as to its successor.
Plans for the future were always a very closely guarded
secret. This wise course I have learnt to adopt, too,
since I became a manager; but secrecy is a very diffi-
cult thing to achieve. Models of the scenery have to
be made by scenic artists, and costumes must be
designed, and it is, therefore, through one's working
staff that plans usually are divulged. Finally, as Shakes-
peare knew, "the players tell all," and the secret is
out! Still, long after everyone else knows what the
next play is to be, the powers that be will affect com-
plete ignorance on the subject. Rumour in this case
began to whisper with growing assurance that the next
production would be The Dead Heart. During the
spring of '89, another rumour arose. It was whispered
that a performance was to be given, by Royal Command,
at Sandringham on the occasion of a visit which Queen
Victoria would be paying to the Prince and Princess
of Wales. This was diligently to be kept out of the
Fapers and arrangements were made for the Command
erformance with the utmost secrecy. Even those
members of the company who were chosen to go to
Sandringham were strictly enjoined to observe absolute
silence on the matter. Loveday, with his mind run-
ning upon the coming production at the Lyceum,
made the most lovable slip as he exacted an under-
taking from me not to breathe a word about the royal
command. "You see, my boy," he whispered, "it's a
dead heart ... I mean it's a dead secret!" So now
the cat was out of the bag, though she had escaped
long before and was caterwauling her news upon
the tiles.